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battle because I broke*my leg at our mess night.   Oh,

of course you were there.   I forgot.

"What have you got in that case? " asked Sister,
with a stare of disapproval at his monocle.

Peter looked at me with sublime innocence. "I
thought my brother would like me to bring along his
suitcase with a few clothes in it."

"Thanks very much, Peter/' I said, never having
seen the suitcase before and being in no way related to
him.

" I shall turn you out soon after tea/' Sister said, and
stamped out.

I introduced Peter to Ned and Rupert who were the
only two awake.

"You're not really his brother? " Ned asked.

" No. Of course not. But it was a white lie, don't you
think?"

"She's only got to look at his card to see you're not
his nearest relative/'

" So she has/' said Peter.

"What's in that case? " I asked after we had ex-
changed news eagerly.

"Oh, my dear fellow. I nearly forgot/' He
opened the case and burrowed under layers of old news-
papers.

"I couldn't bear to think of you lying in this quite
incredibly sordid hole without a drink before lunch,"
he said, fishing out a bottle of Gordon's gin and Noilly
Prat. " It's a little hot for port out here, don't you
think ? But I always believe whisky helps as a night-
cap. '' And he fished out a bottle of Black Label. '' In
between times I prefer sherry," he said, producing a
bottle of Tio Pepe, " and half the pleasure of liquor is
drinking it out of the right glasses." And with the